Cometh The Hour, Cometh The Man. 


Author: Mad And 


Bands: Edguy, Gamma Ray 


Characters: Tobias Sammet, Kai Hansen 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Dec 25 201b 13:21:52 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Cometh the hour, cometh the man 


Summer time was festival time, and Tobi loved festivals. The excitement, the mix of bands and crew and staff 
and the occasional wide eyed fan backstage - and there was always the chance of bumping into one's heroes, 


and maybe even having a drink with them. And speaking of heroes-- 
"Tobi!" 


He grinned. He and Kai had become friends, over the years, a trail that had begun with flat out hero worship 
and ended, well, there was no end yet, was there? He'd known Kai was performing here, which is why when a 
friend had offered him a pass he'd jumped at the chance. He loved hanging out with Kai; he'd learned such a lot 


about how to interact with record companies, other musicians, fans, groupies-- 


He grinned as a series of highly memorable nights replayed themselves in his memory. Yeah, Kai surely knew a 


thing or two. 


Tobi wriggled through the crowded backstage bar to join the man himself, who grinned that irrepressible grin 
and passed him a beer. 


‘lm going back to the hotel in a minute," said Kai, "you wanna come?" 


"Sure," he said, despite the fact that the agreement meant that he would be missing several bands he really 
wanted to see - and Jens had told him that there was a girl he should meet, yeah, trust me Tobi, you'll like 


this one-- 

Sometimes, it felt like they'd never stopped being teenagers. 

"Cool," said Kai, and there was something about his expression that gave Tobi pause for a second. 
Nah. Must be imagining it. 


So, trailing behind his friend like the world's biggest puppy, he followed Kai out of the tent (festivals! Tents! He 
loved festivals and bars in tents,) past another knot of people that waved and catcalled (including Dirk and 
Henjo, who rolled their eyes at him - what the hell was that all about?), and out to the car that waited for 
them. 


They exchanged small talk in the car, the driver quiet and professional, laughed and joked all the way back to 
the hotel. Some of the bands would be sleeping in their buses tonight, but others had managed to bully a good 
room in a decent hotel out of their respective managements. Kai, ever the master of getting what he wanted, 


had a small suite. 


"Small but perfectly formed," he said with a grin, passing Tobi a beer, "bit like me. And you, come to think of 


it," he said, eyeing the younger man up with an expression that looked rather like interest. 

"You look like you're up to something," said Tobi. He supposed he should be feeling uneasy, Kai did, after all, 
have something of a reputation. But then, so what? He'd never got Tobi into trouble - well, not real trouble, 
anyway. The odd scrape. But it had always ended well, if somewhat messily, at times. 

He got the strangest feeling that messy was going to be a good word to describe tonight. 

"I thought you might like for me to teach you some more stuff," said Kai, casually. He stripped off his jacket, 
threw it across the small lounge to crumple on the desk. He wore a sleeveless shirt, strong, freckled arms 


flexing in the faded light of early evening. 


Tobi took a deep breath, held it for a moment, then let it out through his nose, slowly. So this was what Dirk 
and Henjo had been rolling their eyes about. 


"Teach me? l'm always up for a lesson, O great and terrible master," said Tobi with his best smartass smirk. 


Something about those words sparked something in Kai's gaze, something dark and hot and even a little 
frightening; he grinned brightly at the older man, whose expression cleared to something far more mild. Now, 


wasn't that interesting? 


He wondered just how far he could push it. He wondered how much he could take, and how far he wanted to 


push it. 

Kai carefully put his beer down on the table, looked at Tobi sideways with a little smile. 

‘| like you, Tobi." 

"| like you too, Kai.” 

The older man walked closer to Tobi, so close. Close enough that he could feel his warmth, almost smell him-- 
| want you: 

Well, that was bald enough. Tobi swayed back, but didn't take a step. He felt - very strongly - that if he took 
that step it would all be over. Sure, they'd remain friends, but whatever that frisson was between them, well, 
that would be gone. They'd be distant, and probably quite polite, and one of the other youngsters Kai was 
always mentoring would step up to take his place. 

Yeah, not gonna happen. 

He grinned at his friend. "So.what are you going to do about it then?" 

Oh," replied Kai, with a light in his eyes and a single cocked eyebrow. "Confidence? Fine." 

He took the beer from Tobi's suddenly nerveless fingers and put it on the table behind him with a quiet clink. 
"Get on the bed" 

Clear enough, and Tobi tilted his head, licked his lips; he saw Kai's gaze follow the tiniest motion, and those soft 
brown eyes went dark. He backed up, one pace then another; Kai let him get close to the bed, then took three 
swift paces and pushed him, hard little hands shoving him back to bounce on the bed. He still wore that dark 


expression, hungry, wanting 


"You can stop this at any time," breathed Kai, crawling over Tobi's body, "you just have to say. But if we stop, 


if you tell me you don't want this - then it's over, and it never, ever happens again We clear?" 


Tobi squirmed up the bed on elbows and heels, and Kai kept pace. He ended up sprawled full length, Kai still 
hovering, expression taut and wolfish; he took a breath, licked his lips (and watched the heat flash in Kai's eyes 
again - he liked his mouth, it seemed), and nodded, slowly. 


"What do you," he cleared his throat, mentally cursed the squeak, "what will.. we.. be doing? | don't like pain. You 
want to beat the shit out of someone, call Dirk" 


Hal That one hit home, if the minute flinch was anything to go by. See, Kai? You're not the only one who knows 


the score. Looks like the rumours had more than a grain of truth to them. 

"Oh, smartass huh? OK. No pain. Well. Nothing significant - a little bit spices things up," Kai leaned in to nibble 
at Tobi's chin, tugging at the little bit of a beard with his teeth. Tobi gasped, tilted his head back, and decided 
that he'd be a fool to back out now. He'd heard stories, they all had, and besides -- 

Nice to be wanted by your hero, yes? Yes. 

He linked his hands behind his head, and gave Kai his best impish grin. 

"Go for it. Where do you want to start?" 

With kissing, apparently. 


Good place to start. 


Yeah, it felt different. Tobi had always assumed that being kissed by another man would be, at best, 


uninspiring, and at worst gross. However, when it came right down to it-- 
Kai was one hell of a kisser. 


Before he knew it they were grinding together, Kai gently framing his face with those warm, strong hands, 
stimulation that felt like electricity radiating out from where Kai's very hard bulge was rubbing against his 


own. 


"Too many clothes," Kai growled, and that was a sound that thrilled along his nerve endings and straight up his 
spine. He was surprisingly gentle, taking Tobi's clothes off with many pauses to apply tongue and teeth and lips; 
by the time the last piece of denim had hit the floor Tobi was swearing between his teeth and trying very 


hard to think unsexy thoughts in order to slow himself down 


If you want to come," murmured a voice from somewhere around his left hipbone, "do it. I'll soon get you 


going again. Trust me on this.” 
And then his cock was engulfed with wetness and heat, sucked and squeezed and just a hint of teeth and-- 


Tobi came with a howl, and he somehow could feel the wicked grin around his cock. Shouldn't be possible, but 


there you go. 


For a moment Kai allowed him to just lie there, limbs sprawled across the big bed, eyes closed, chest rising and 
falling in great rasps while he got his breath back Tobi cracked one eye open, and had to twitch a smile when 

he beheld Kai lounged next to him, propped on one elbow and with a tremendously smug expression on his face. 
Well, whatever he wanted him to do next, he'd earned himself a very large number of brownie points with that 


orgasm; his muscles felt like rubber, and his skin hummed with satisfaction 
"Good?" asked Kai, and he snorted in response. 


They took a bit of a break, drank some water and finished off their beers. Kai padded across the room, dim 
light that glowed from the window outlining his form; Tobi propped himself up on one elbow, accepted a fresh 
beer from him and drank with a sigh. 


"So what next?" he asked quietly. Kai's hardon bobbed darkly at his groin, although he seemed to be pretty 


comfortable. He perched next to Tobi's ankles, finished his beer and cocked his head with a smile. 
| want to fuck you," he said. "But you can suck me off, if you'd prefer.” 


Tobi swallowed, hard. Hell of a decision He wasn't sure he could put another man's cock in his mouth - not yet, 
anyway - but the other? Well, he'd had girls stick fingers in his ass before and he'd quite liked it. And he'd 
heard that your prostate was supposed to feel amazing if bumped against during sex, so that settled that. 


He shot Kai a tentative smile. "Er. Fuck me?" he said. 
"Oh good," said Kai. 


ween 


Sex, it turned out, was sex. He'd been expecting some huge revelation, either it would be great and he'd forsake 
women forever, or it would be terrible and he'd need therapy. Would it hurt, would it be sublime? Heaven? 


Hell? 


In the hands of one as skilled as Kai it had been a little awkward at first, but the older man had played his 
body as skilfully as he played his guitar. (Almost as fast, too.) Propped against the headboard, white knuckled in 
anticipation, he'd been stroked and soothed, opened with a slick practice that spoke volumes about how often 


he'd done this. 
(He'd asked about protection. Kai had snorted gently, but shown him the condom packet. Well, OK then) 
It had been good. Sex was amazing if your partner knew where the nerve endings were, and a strummed 


prostate and a slick hand on your cock were all it took to pretty much black out when you came hard enough 


to melt your brain. 


He drifted back to himself slowly. Cool dampness skated across his hips, mopped the mix of sweat (both) and 
semen (his) and lube (Kai's) from the trembling heat of his skin. Kai had a cigarette stuck in the corner of his 
mouth, and his eyes warmed when he saw Tobi watching him. 

"You OK?" 

"Mnph" 

"Huh. Good. So." 

The room went quiet again, just the sound of Tobi's breathing - still with a bit of a rasp to it from where 
he'd yelled loud enough to crack glass - and the feel of Kai's quiet confidence blanketing both men. Tobi 
struggled to a sitting position, wondered why he felt more like smoking now than he had for years. Nah, best 
not. 

"What now?" Tobi asked eventually. The room had fallen dark, only the yellow streetlights outside shading their 
glow through the regulation dullness of the hotel curtains. Kai tilted his head to look at him, coal of his 


cigarette lighting his face for a second as he inhaled. 


"You can stay," he said. "We can do it again, if you like. Get some food sent up. I'll call you a cab in the morning 


- if we go back to the festival together--" 


Tobi shuddered. Yeah, he could just imagine. Someone would probably give him a lecture, and everyone, 


absolutely everyone, would know what had happened. 

Mind you, most of them probably knew already. But they should be at least a bit discreet-- 

Kai nudged his knee. "Well?" 

"Sure. But | get to top next time." 

Kai, caught by surprise, laughed out loud. "Sure! Who knows what we'll get you doing by the morning!" 
They clinked bottles, and Tobi allowed himself one bright, terrified moment to think what have / done?! 
And then Kai shot him a wicked, irrepressible little grin, and Tobi relaxed. 

After all, what was the worst that could happen? 


ween 


Jens was at the bar when Tobi found him. 


"Tobi!" 


He patted him on the shoulder, accepted a beer. His friend - chattering away as usual - suddenly stopped 


when he realised that the conversation was decidedly one sided, and leaned back to eye Tobi critically. 
"What happened to you?" 

Tobi shrugged. He didn't trust himself to speak, just yet, he'd spent most of the night howling like a banshee, 
run through Kai's (considerable) repertoire of techniques. It had been good, and by the early hours of the 
morning he'd given in and sucked Kai off. 

It had been... 

Yeah. He'd heard that it was supposed to be a good cure for a sore throat. Um, no. 

Jens rolled his eyes. "You went off with Kai, didn't you?" 

"Maybe," croaked Tobi. 

"Shit. You couldn't have held out until the end of the festival?" 

Tobi looked lost. Jens grabbed his hand, and began to tow him through the backstage crowd. 


"What?" 


"You lost me fifty euros, you asshole. Henjo bet me that you'd give in on the first night, and | said nah, he 
won't do that. He'll hold out ‘til the last night. You shit." 


Tobi began to laugh. He ended up laughing so hard that Jens had to stop, prop him up against a tent pole, and 


glare at him until he could get himself under control 
"Just can't say no, can you?" grumbled Jens. 

Nope. No, he couldn't 

Totally worth it though. 

Tobi loved festivals. 


ie Fin Win 


